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WILLIAM HAYLEY, Es 


4 


SIR 


W HILE I aſk your protection for theſe. 
Eſſays, I cannot deny having myſelf 
ſorke eſteem for them. Vet, permit me to ſay, 
that did I not truſt to your candour and ſenſi- 
bility, and hope they will plead for the errors 


your 


SR TATE ee : = e a 
11. ³¹.¹m 
" W. 8 " y & 


«TEN TC 4 TOON: 
your judgment muſt diſcover, I ſhould never 
have availed myſelf of the liberty I have ob- 
tained—that of dedicating theſe ſimple effuſions 
to the greateſt modern Maſter of that charming 
talent, in which I can never be more than a 


diſtant copyiſt. 


I am, 
OR 
Your moſt obedient 
and obliged ſervant, 


| BiGNOR PARK, | | . - EY Þ 
May 10, 1784. | | | CHARLOTTE SMITH. 


PRE F A QF. 


of; 2 E little P ves ; which are here called Sonnets have, # 

believe, 10 very juſt claim to that title: but they conſiſt of 
fourteen lines, and appear to me no improper vehicle for a ſingle 
ſentiment. I am told, and I read it as the opinion of very 
; good judges, that the legi timate Saunas is ill calculated for 
our language. The ſpecimens Mr. Hayley has given, though 


they form a flrong exception, prove no more, than that the 


difficulties of the attempt vaniſh before uncommon powers. 


Some very melancholy moments have been bepuiled, by 


under in verſe the Soar ons thoſe moments brought. 


Some 
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viii PREP A C/E 
Some of my friends, with partial indiſcretion, have multiplied 
the copies they procured of ſeveral of theſe attempts, till they 
found their way into the prints of the. day in a | mutilated © 
fate; which, concurring with other circumſtances, determined 
me to put them into their preſent form. J can only hope for 
readers among the few, wha to ſenſibility of heart join fm | 
plicity of taſte. ” b 8 : 


The readers of poetry will meet with ſome lines borrowed 
from the moſt popular authors, which I have uſed only as 
quotations. Where ſuch acknowledgment is omitted, I am 


unconſcious of the theft. 
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 ELEGIAC SONNETS, 


Sol ach A* 
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H E partial Muſe has, from my earlieſt hours, 
c8mil'd on the rugged path I'm doom ' d to tread, 
And Rill with ſportive hand has ſnatch'd wild flowers, 
To weave fantaſtic garlands for my head: 
But far, far happier is the lot of thoſe 
Who never learn'd her dear deluſive art, 
Which, while it decks the head with many a roſe, 
Reſeives the thorn — to feſter in the heart. | 
8 B rl ö For 


For - ill ſhe bids ot | Pity $ Gs eye 
Stream o er the ills ſhe knows not to remove, 


Points every pang, and deepens every figh 


* 


Of mourning friendſhip, or unhappy love. R 
Ah! then, how dear the Muſe's favours colt, 
If thoſe paint ſorrow beſt who feel i it moſt! 


8 — — 4 ——— —— 2 * 


SONNET 


1 
* 


LS 0 
Ss. O NIN "EP © "Ih 
WRITTEN AT THE CLOSE OF SPRING. 


HE garland's fade that Spring fo lately wove, 
Each fimple flower which ſhe had nurs'd in dew, 


*Anemonies, that ſpangled every grove, 


The primroſe wan, and hare-bell mildly blue, 
No more ſhall violets linger in the dell, 
Qs pu rple orchis variegate the plain, 

Till ſpring again ſhall call forth every bell, 
And dreſs with humid hands her wreaths again. 
Ah! poor humanity! ſo frail, ſo fair 

Are the fond viſions of thy early day, 
Till tyrant paſſions, and corroſive care, 
Bid all thy fairy colours fade away! 
Another May new buds and flowers ſhall bring; ; [ 
Ah! why has happineſs no ſecond ſpring? 


* Anemony Nemeroſo, the wood anemon rp. _— 


SONNET 
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re oe a es nes 5 . 
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10 high and ling at liberty like thee! 


E 
ro A NIGHTIN GALE. 


OOR melancholy bird, that all night long” 
Tell'ſt to the moon thy tale of tender woe 


3 From what ſad cauſe can ſuch lebt ſorrow flow, 


And whence this mournful melody of ons? 


Thy poet's muſing fancy would tranſlate 


What mean the ſounds that ſwell thy little breaſt, 
When ſtill at dewy eve thou leav'ſt thy neſt, 


Thus to the liſtening night to ſing thy fate. 


Pale Sorrow's victims wert thou once among, 
Tho' now releas d in woodlands wild to rove, 


Or haſt thou felt from friends Tome cruel wrong, 


Or diedſt thou martyr of diſaſtrous love ? 


Ah! ſongſtreſs ſad! that ſuch my lot might be, 


8 ONNET 
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e eee © 10. 
ro THE MOON. 


O E EN of the ſilver bow, by thy pale beam, 
Alone and penſive, I delight to ſtray, 
And watch thy ſhadow trembling i in the ſtream, 


Or mark the floating clouds that croſs thy way. 
And , while I gaze, thy mild and placid light A 
Sheds a ſoft calm upon my troubled breaſt ; 

And oft I think, fair planet of the night, 


That in thy orb the wretched may have reſt: | 
The fufferers of the earth perhaps may go, 

Releas'd by death, to thy benignant ſphere, 
And the ſad children of deſpair and woe 


Forget, in thee, their cup of ſorrow here. 


Oh! that I ſoon may reach thy world ſerene, 


Poor wearied pilgrim in this toiling ſcene | 


„»»» 


SONMNET CV 
TO THE SOUTH DOWNS. 


H, hills belov'd | where once, an happy child, 


I wove your blue-bells into garlands wild, 

And woke your echoes with my artleſs ſong. 
Ah, hills belov'd! your'turf, your flowers remain; 
But can they peace to this ſad breaſt reſtore, _ 
For one poor moment ſoothe the ſenſe of pain, 

And teach a breaking heart to throb no more ? 
And you, Aruna! in the vale below, 

As to the ſea your limpid waves you bear, . 
Can you one kind Lethean cup beſtow, 
To drink a long oblivion to my care ? 


Ah, no!——when all, een hope's laſt ray is gone, 


1 in death alone! 3 


* The River 1 
"Phe Biver 


> Your beechen ſhades, © your turf, your Howers among,” 


SONNET 
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S O N N E T. VI 
10 u P E. 


H, Hope! thou ſoother ſweet of human woe! 
* How ſhall I lure thee to my haunts forlorn? 
For me wilt thou renew the wither'd roſe, - 


And clear my painful path of pointed thorn? 
Ah, come, ſweet nymph ! in ſmiles and ſoftneſs dreſt, 
Like the young hours that lead the tender years" 
Enchantreſs, come] and charm my cares to reſt; 
Alas! the flatterer flies, and will not hear |—— — 
A prey to fear, anxiety, and pain, 
Muſt I a ſad exiſtence ſtill deplore; | 
Lo! the flowers fade, but all the thorns remain, 
© For me the vernal garland blooms no more.” 
Come then, * * pale Miſery's love,” be thou my cure, 
And 1 will bleſs thee, who, tho ſlow, art ſure, 
* Shakeſpeare's King John, 


SONNET 


4E 8 } 


8:40 N „„ VI 0 
ON THE DEPARTURE 'OF THE +NIGHTINGALE. 


WEET poet of the woods, a long adieu! 
Fare wel, foft minſtrel of the early year! 
Ah! *twill be long ere thou ſhalt ſing anew, 
And pour thy muſic on the * night's dull ear.” 
Whether on * ſpring thy wandering flights await, 
Or whether filent in our groves ye dwell, 
The penſive Muſe. ſhall © own thee for her mate,” 
And ſtill protect the ſong ſhe loves fo well. 
With cautious ſteps the love-lorn youth ſhall glide 
Thro' the lone brake that ſhades thy moſly neſt ; 
And ſhepherd girls from eyes profane ſhall hide 
The gentle bird; who fings of pity beſt. 


For till thy voice ſhall ſoft affections move, 


And till be dear to ſorrow and to love. 


* This alludes to the ſuppoſed migration of the nightingale. 
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GAI N the wood 0 long- withdrawing vale 


In many a tint of tender green are dreſt, 


Where the young leaves unfolding ſcarce conceal 


Beneath their early ſhade the half. form d neſt 
Of finch or wood- lark; and the primroſe pale, 
And laviſh cowſlip, wildly ſcatter d round, 
Give their ſweet ſpirits to the ſighing gale. 
Ah, ſeaſon of delight! could aught be found 
To ſoothe awhile the torturing boſom pain 


Of forrow's rankling ſhaft, to cure the wound, 


And bring life's firſt deluſions once again, 
'Twere ſurely met in thee :—thy proſpects fair, 
Thy notes of harmony, thy balmy aif, 
Have power to cure all ſadneſs but deſpair b 


* Milton. 


9» So NN ET 


$10 NN ET 


LEST is yon ſhepherd, on the turf teclin'd, 
yo on the varied clouds which float above 
Lies idly gazing——while his vacant mind 
Pours out ſome tale antique of rural love! 
Ah! be has never known the pangs that move 
Th' indignant ſpirit, when, with ſelfiſh pride, 
Friends, on whoſe faith the truſting heart rely'd, ; 
Unkindly ſhun th imploring eye of woe 
The ills they ought to ſoothe with taunts deride, 
And laugh at tears themſelves have forc'd to flow! | 
Nor bis rude boſom thoſe fine feelings melt, | 
Children of Sentiment and Knowledge born, „ 1 
Thro' whom each ſhaft with cruel force is felt, 
Empoiſon'd by deceit, or barb'd with ſcorn: 


ö . 1 „ BONNET 


OE. WOT. ES MM 
une "RR 
OME balmy Sleep, tir d nature's ſoft reſort, 


On theſe ſad temples all thy poppies ſhed ; 
And bid gay dreams, from Morpheus airy court, | _ 


: FO SLE BP. 


Float in light viſion round my aching head. 
| Secure of all thy bleſſings, partial Power, | 
On his hard bed the peaſant throws him down; 
And the poor ſea boy, in the rudeſt hour“, 
Enjoys thee more than fie who, wears a crown. 
Claſp'd in her faithful ſhepherd's guardian arms, 
Well may the village girl ſweet ſlumbers prove; 
And they, oh gentle Sleep! ſtill taſte thy charms, 
Who wake to labour, liberty, and love. 
But ſtill thy opiate aid doſt thou deny, 
. calm the anxious breaſt, to cloſe the ſtreaming eye. 


* 


* Shakeſpeare's Hemy iv. | 


CHANSON, 


"0 1s 1 
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PAR LE CARDINAL BERNIS 


\ENDRE fruit des pleurs de l Aurore, 


Objet des baiſers du Zephir, 
Reine de I' empire de Flore, 
Hate toi de t'epanouir, 
Que dis je?——Helas | crains de paroitre, 
Differe un moment de t'ouvrir; 
L'inſtant qui doit te faire naitre 
Eſt celui qui doit te fletrir, 


Va meurs ſur le ſein de Themire, 
Qu'il ſoit ton'trone, et ton tombeau ; 


AR ſort, je n'aſpire 
Qu'au bonheur d'un trepas ſi beau. 
Si quelque main a Þ imprudence, 
D'y venir troubler ton repos 3 : 


Tu porte avec toi ta defence, 


Garde une epine à mes rivaux. 


* 


L'Amour 


5 13 * 


L'Amour aura ſoin de t inſtruire 


De quel c6t& tu dois pancher, 
Eclate à ſes yeux ſans me nuire, 
Pare fon ſein, ſans le cacher. 
Qu' enfin elle rende les armes 

Au Dieu qui doit former nos liens, 
Et qu'en voyant fletrir tes charmes, 


Elle apprend à jouir des ſiens. 


1 r A 1 


4 
RU IT of Aurora's tears, fair roſe, 
On whoſe ſoft leaves fond zephyrs play, 

Oh! queen of flowers, thy buds diſcloſe, 
And give thy fragrance to the day; 
| Unyeil thy tranſient charms —ab, no! 
A little be thy bloom delay'd, | 

Since the ſame hour that bids thee blow 

Shall ſee thee droop thy languid head. 


II. But 


— E EN > PSI ey < — 8 — 
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II. 
But oo] * on Turmiza's breaſt | 


Find, happy flower, thy throne and tonb; 


While, jealous of a fate ſo bleſt, 
How ſhall I envy thee thy doom! 
Should ſome rude hand approach thee there, 
Guard the ſweet ſhrine thou wilt adorn ; 
Ah! puniſh thoſe who raſhly dare, 
And for my rivals keep thy thorn. 


IIT. 
Love ſhall himſelf thy boughs compoſe, | 
And bid thy vain leaves divide; 
He'll ſhew thee how, my lovely roſe, 
To deck her boſom, not to hide: 
And thou ſhalt tell the cruel maid 
How frail are youth and beauty's Aare 
And teach her, ere her own ſhall fade, 


To give them to her lover's arms. 


THE 


ORIGIN: or FLATTERY. 
JH E N Jove, in anger to the ſons of earth, 


Bid artful Vor cax give Pa DORA birth, 
And ſent the fatal gift, which ſpread below 


O'er all the wretched race contagious woe, 


Unhappy man, by vice and folly toſt, 
Found in the ſtorms of life his quiet loſt, 


While Envy, Av'rice, and Ambition, hurl'd 


Diſcord and death around the warring world ; 
Then the bleſt peaſant left his fields and fold, 
And barter'd love and peace for power and gold; 
Left his calm cottage, and his native plain, 
In ſearch of wealth to tempt the faithleſs main; 
Or, braving danger, in the battle ſtood, 

And bath'd his ſavage hands in human blood : 
No longer then, his woodland walks among, 


The ſhepherd lad his genuine paſſion ſung, 


10 


15 


Or 


— IR. - v0 * 


FLY 
Or ought at early morn his ſoul's delight, 
Or grav'd her name upon the bark at night; 
To deck her flowing hair no more he wove | 
The ſimple wreath, or with ambitious love © "£71 30 
Bound his own brow with myrtle or with bay, 
But broke his oaten pipe, and threw his crook away. 
The nymphs forſaken, other pleaſures ſought; ; 
Then firſt for gold their venal hearts were bought, 


And nature's bluſh to fickly art gave place, 25 


And affectation ſeiz d the ſeat of grace: 
No more ſimplicity, by ſenſe refin d, 


— 


Or generous ſentiment, poſſeſs d the mind; 


No more they felt each other's joy and woe, 


And Curip ſighing fled, and hid his uſeleſs bow. 30 ' 
But with deep grief propitious VENvus pin'd, 


To ſee the ills which threaten'd womankind; 
Ills that ſhe knew her empire would difarm, 
And rob her ſubjects of their ſweeteſt charm ; 4 


Too ſurely feeling that the blaſts of care _ - _.. 5 3 
Would blight ,caph. blooming face, . and | plough deep 


wrinkles there. 


Sore 


Sore figh'd the goddeſs at the mournful view, 


(That which in ſofter wars the god had worn) 
| She ſmiling took, and on its filver round 


Then ſhaking from her hair ambroſial dew, 


And more pathetic ſilence, which imparts 
Infectious tenderneſs to feeling hearts, 


Then Zzravn came: To him the goddeſs cried, 
Go fetch from F LORA all her flow'ry pride 


3 


To bring back pleaſure to her penſive train, 


And ſtifled wiſhes, and perſuaſive ſighs, 


Soft tones of pity, faſcinating ſmiles; 


Ln 
Then try d at length what heavenly art could ds 


And vindicate the glories of her reign. 


From Maxs's head his caſque, by Cueip borne, 


Her magic ceſtus three times thrice the bound; 
Infus'd fair hope, and expectation new, 


And fond belief, and * eloquence of eyes, 
And fault ring accents, which explain ſo well 


What ſtudied ſpeeches vainly try to tell, 


And Mala's ſon aſſiſted her with wiles, 2 7 =, 
And brought gay dreams, fantaſtic viſions brought, 355 | 
And wav'd his wand o'er the ſeducing draught. 


F 


„ 
Jo fill my charm, each ſcented bud that blow. 
© And bind my myrtles with her thornleſs role; i 60 
Ihen ſpeed thy flight to Gallia's ſmiling plain, K * 
Where rolls the Loire, the Garonne, and the . En! 


Pip in their waters thy celeſtial wing -en | 
And the ſoſt dew to fill my chalice bring; 1% 1 
© But chiefly tell thy FL ona, that to nme = 


© She ſend a bouquet of her fleurs de lys; 
© That poignant ſpirit will compleat my ſpall” 
| —— "Tis done: the lovely ſorcereſs lays tis well. 
| And now AreoLLo lends a ray of fire, ain bd 
The cauldron bubbles, and the flames aſpirez ' 0 
The watchful Graces round the circle dance, 6 br 
With arms entwin d, to mark the work's advance; 28 
| And with ſull quiver ſportive Cvem came, 
| | Temp'ring his favourite arrows in the flame. 8 
Then VENus ſpeaks, the wav' ring flames retire, 1. ; 75 
| : And Zarnvyn's ſtronger breath extinguiſhes the fire. 4 - — 
| At length the goddeſs in the helmet's round 5 
A ſweet and ſubtile ſpirit duly found, pe 


More ſoſt than oil, than æther more refin d. 3 


Of power to cure the woes of womankinſ 80 
; : We „ 


1 9 1 

And call d jt Flattery :—— balm of female life, 
It rn alike the widow, maid, and wife; 
Clears the ſad brow of virgins in deſpair, 
And ſmooths the cruel traces left by care; 

Bids palſy d age with youthful ſpirit glow, 
And hangs May 's garlands on December's ſnow, 
Delicious eſſence! howſoe er apply d, 
. By what rude nature is thy charm deny'd? | 
Some form ſeducing ſtill thy whiſper wears, 
Stern Wiſdom turns to thee her willing ears, 


And Prudery liſtens, and forgets her fears. 


The ruſtic nymph, whom rigid aunts reſtrain, 
Condemn' d to dreſs, and practiſe airs in vain, 
At thy firſt ſummons finds her boſom {wel}, 
And bids her crabbed gowuernantes: farewel; 
While, fir d by thee with ſpirit not her own, 
She governs faſhion, and becomes the ton. 

By thee dim- ſighted dowagers behold 

The record where their conqueſts are enroll d; 
They fee the ſhades of ancient beaux ariſe, 
Who ſwear their eyes exceeded modern eyes, 


. 
O 


95 


100 


And 


Le 
And ſcenes long paſt, by memory fondly nurs d, 15 
When Grog the Second reign'd, or ten Fr run; . 
Compar d to which, degenerate and „„ 5 
Seems the gay world that moves round GkokOE the Third. 
Nor thy ſoft influence will the train refuſe, - we 106 
Who court. in diſtant ſhades the modeſt a. \ , 
Tho' in a form, more pure and. more 1 e 1 l 
Thy dulcet ſpirit« for the letter'd mind. 1 
Not death itſelf thy empire can deſtroy; 5 1 
Towards thee, even, then, we turn the 1 eye; We: 
ö Still truſt in thee to bid our memory bloum | & 
And ſeatter roſes round the filent tomb. 1 9 Pp 15 5 
8 — . 275 L : and 0 ; ; 
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Was I deceiv'd?——Ah ! ſurely, nymph divine, 
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FROM PET RAR C H. 


00 8E to the wind her golden treſſes ſtream d, 
And. form'd bright waves with amorous Zephyr's "wh . 
And, tho' averted now, ber charming eyes 

Then with warm love and melting pity beam d. 


222 
rot 


That fine ſuffuſion on thy cheek was love; 
What wonder then thoſe lovely: tints ſhould move, 


Should fire this heart, this tender heart of mine! 


_ Thy ſoft melodious voice, thy e air, thy 11 0 e 
Were of a goddeſs, not a mortal maid; nal 
But tho” thy charms, thy heavenly charms ould fade, 

NM heart, my tender heart could not eſcape z. this 10 
Nor cure for me in time or change be found; 1 
The mat extracted, does not cure the wound. | 
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N BE N 
FROM PETRARCH, 


HERE the green 0 exclude Fn ſummer beam, 
a And ſoltly bend as balmy breezes blow, 

And where, with liquid lapſe, the lucid ſtream 

Acroſs the fretted rock is heard to flow, 

| Penſive I lay; . when' ſhe whom carth conceals, Wo 


As if ſtill living, to my eyes appears, 
And pitying Heaven her angel form reveals, ; 
To ſay, Unhappy PeTRarcn, dry your tears; 
Ahl wh y, fad lover, thus, before your time, 
m: grief and anguiſh ſhould ydur life decay, 
And, like a blighted flower, your manly prime 
In vain and hopeleſs forrow fade away? 
Ah ! wherefore ſbould you mourn, that her you e. 
Snateh d from a world of woe, ſurvives i in bliſs above? | 


ca 


2 1 4 
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FROM PETRARCH. 


E vales and woods, fair ſcenes of happier hours, 


Ye feather'd people, tenants of the grove, 
And you, bright ſtream, befring d with ſhrubs and _ 
Ah! ſee my grief, Je witneſſes of love! 2 


For ye beheld my infant paſſion riſe, 
And ſaw thro years unchang'd my faithful flame ; 


No cold in duſt the beauteous object lies, 


And you, ye conſcious ſcenes, are ſtill the lame, 


While buſy memory il delights to dwell 


On all the charms theſe bitter tears deplore, 


And with a trembling hand deſcribes too well 


The angel form I ſhall behold no more ! 


Ti heaven ſhe's fled, and nought to me remains 


But the pale aſhes which her urn contains, 
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SUPPOSED TO/BE WRITTEN BY WERT ER. 


w_ 2 


O, cruel tyrant of the human breaſt!! Y 
To other hearts thy burning arrows! bear; No 
Go where fond hope and fait illuſion reſt; 
Ah! why ſhould love inhabit with Achoair! ay 550 
Like the poor maniac * I linger here, 


* « 1 


Still haunt the ſcene where all my treaſure lies; 
Still ſeck for flowers where only thorns appear, 
And drink delicious poiſon from her eyes. 
Towards the deep gulph that opens. on my fight | 
I hurry forward, paſſion' $ helpleſs ſlave; 
And, ſcoring realbr) 8 mild and ſober ligbt, 
Purſue the path that leads me to the | grave. 
80 round the flame the giddy inſet flies, 1 
And courts the fatal fre by "which 3 it des. i 
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* See 4 ſtory of the lunatic. 
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z2UPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY WERTER, 


CH, Solitude! to thy ſequeſter d vale 


I come to hide my ſorrow and my tears, 


. 


And to thy echoes tell the mournful tale, 
Which ſcarce I truſt to pitying friendſhip's ears. 


Amidft thy wild-woods and untrodden glades 


No ſounds but thoſe of melancholy move; 


And the low winds that die among thy ſhades, 


- Seem like ſoft pity's ſighs for hopeleſs love. 


And fire ſome ſtory of deſpair and pain 


In yon deep copſe thy murmuring doves relate; 


And hark] methinks, in that long mournful ſtrain, 


Thy own ſweet plaintive ſongſtreſs weeps my fate. 
Ah, nymph. that fate aſſiſt me to endure, 


And bear awhile——what death alone can cure! 
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: ' Tributes of fond regret by ſtealth to pay, [oh 


_ | Gilds the long graſs that hides my filent bed, 
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Me there my tomb, beneath the habe ter ſhade, 
| Where graſs and flowers in wild luxuriance wave; 
Let no memorial mark where I am laid, 
Or point to common eyes the lover” 8 en 


_ But oft at twilight morn, or cloſing day, +2] | 
The faithful friend with fault ring mp 8 ul gids, 


And ſigh for the unhappy ſuicide. , 
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And ſometimes, when the ſun with parting rays 
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| The tear ſhall tremble in my ChaklOrTE's eyes; 
| 5 Dear precious drops! they {hall embalm the dead. 7 
Yes! CnartorrE oer the mournful ſpot ſball Frog 5 
Where her poor WERTER and his ſorrows . N 1 
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